
The Tragedy o/Hamict 

1 dec befeech you giue him Icaue to goe. 

King. Take thy faire hourc Laerte i,time be thine. 

And rhy beft graces fpcnditacthy will : 

But now my Co fin HWff.and my forme. 

Ham. A little more then kin.and lefie then kinde. 

King. Howisitthattbeclowdesftillhangonyou. 

H am. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne. 
j Quecne. Good caft thy nighted colour off 

Andiet thine eye looke like a friendonDenmarke, 

Dec not for euer with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble Father in the dufty 

Thou know’ft tis common all that lines muft dye, 

Faffing through nature to cterhicie. 

Ham. I Maddanyt is common. 
jQuee. If it bee 

Whv feemes it fo pcrticuler with thee. 

H am. Secmes Maddam,nay it is,Ikn6w. not feemes, 
Tis not alone my Lncky cloake could lmothcr. 

Nor cuftomary futes of folcmii.e black. 

Nor windie fufpiracipn of forli breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull riucrin the eye. 

Nor the deie&ed hauiqr pftne vifage. 

Together with all fdnnes,mOodcs,fhapes ofgriefe 
That c«n deuote me truely.thefc indeed feeme, 

For they area&ions that a man might play. 

But I haue that within which paffes fhowey 
Thefe but the trappings and the luites of woe. 

King. Tis fw ecte and commendable in your nature 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father, 

But you muft know your father loft a father. 

That father loft, loft his,and the furuiuerbound' 

In filliall obligation for fome tearme 
To doc obfequious forrowes,but to pcrfcucr 
InobftinatecoEtdbkment,isacourfe - 
Of impious ftubbornc {fe,tis vnmanly grielc, 

It fhowes a will tnoft 1 ncorr<& to hcauen, 

A hart vnfortified.or minde impatient. 

An vaderftanding Ample and vnfciioold, 

For what wC kno w mull be, and is as commoa 


Trtnte of Denmarke* 

As any the naoft vulgar thing to fence. 

Why (hould we in our pceu.lh oppofitien 
Take it to hart,fie,tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft tne dead, a tault to nature, 

Toreafon raoft abfurd,whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers.and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firtt courle.till he thac dyed to day 
This mull be fo : we pray you thro w to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe,and chmke ofvs 
As of a father/or let the world take note 
You are the mod imediate to our throne. 

And with no lefie nobility of loue 

Then that which deareft father beares his fonne. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent. 

In going backtofchoole to Wittenberg , 

It is mod recrogard to our defire. 

And we bcfeech you bend you toremaine 
Hecre in the cheate and comfort of our eye, 

Ourchicfeft courcier,cofin,and our fonne. 

Qn.ee. Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hantlef v 
I pray thee ftay w ith vs.goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhali in all my beft obay you Madam. 

King. Why tis a louing and a faire reply. 

Be as ourfelfe in Denmarke,Madam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiiing to my heart, in grace w hereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarkc drinkes to day. 

But the great Cannon to the clowdes (hall tell. • 

And the Kings rowfe the heaueivfhall brute aga ! ne, 

Rcfpeaking earthly thunder; come away. Florish. Exeunt all 
Ham. O that this too too (allied flefih would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and refolue it felfe into a dew. 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixt 

His cannon gainft fcale (laughter, 6 God, God, 

How wary ,ftale, flat, and vnprofitable 
Sceme to me all the vies of this world ? 

Fie on’t,ah fie, tis an vnweeded garden, 

§ rovm to f ee d, things ranck and grofe in nature* 

Pofuffe it mcerely that it fhould come thus 



